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And she 's staggering, swooping, as she feels her
feet,

* A long pull, a strong pull, and aft the'main-sheet,''

Shrilly squeal the running sheaves, the weather-
gear strains,

Such a clatter of chain-sheets, the devil's in the
chains;

Over us the bright stars, under us the drowned,

' A long pull, a strong pull, and 'we're outward
bound.'

Yonder, round and ruddy, is the mellow old moon,
The red-funnelled tug has gone, and now, sonny,

soon
We'll be clear of the Channel, so watch how you

steer,

* Ease her when she pitches, and so-long, my dear.'